This is the first of May*   And thou, I swear,
Helen, art last of all my mays.   And listen,
Castor and Pollux, her brothers in heaven; bear
witness you vines about the elms that fasten,
remember meadows, woods as green as fair
hear me, and colder streams than glass that glisten,
and nightingales that do enchant the air
in spring, her child that Nature first did christen,
Thou art my sole delight, my grateful passion,
elected by intent and not by chance,
binding my love with youth*   Ah I admit
my fortune is mine own to mar or fashion*
But here in pawn is virtue for romance,
which, if it fail, farewell to thee and it*